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Reason

Fly! and blind Fortune be thy guide,

And 'gainst the blinder god rebel.                           ro

Thy lovesick heart shall not reside

Where scorn and self-wilPd error dwell;
Where entrance unto Truth is barr'd,
Where Love and Faith find no reward:
For my just hand may sometime move                       15

The wheel of Fortune, not the sphere of Love,
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WEEP not, my dear, for I shall go

Loaden enough with mine own woe;

Add not thy heaviness to mine;

Since fate our pleasures must disjoin,,

Why should our sorrows meet?    If I                  5

Must go, and lose thy company,

I wish not theirs: it shall relieve

My grief, to think thou dost not grieve.

Yet grieve, and weep, that I may bear

Every sigh and every tear                                10

Away with me; so shall thy breast

And eyes, discharged, enjoy their rest;

And it will glad my heart to see

Thou wert thus loth to part with me.

A RAPTURE

I WILL enjoy thee now, my Celia, come,

And fly with me to Love's Elysium.

The giant, Honour, that keeps cowards out,

Is but a masquer, and the servile rout

Of baser subjects only bend in vain                              5

To the vast idol; whilst the nobler train

Of valiant lovers daily sail between

The huge Colosse's legs, and pass unseen

Unto the blissful shore.    Be bold and wise,

And we shall enter: the grim Swiss denies                   10

Only to tame fools a passage, that not know

He is but form, and only frights in show